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from the orchestra was greater instead of less than when his col-
leagues were blaring away, because the accompaniment could be
heard through his transparent and musical tone, whereas the
others drowned everything else with their distracting rattle. I am
not squeamish about the quantity of sound that comes from an
orchestra: the more thundering its fortissimo, the better I like it.
I delight, for example, in Richter's tremendous handling of the
Rienzi overture. But I am fastidious as to the quality of the tone,
however voluminous it may be; and, frankly, the Valkyrie Ride
might as well be conducted by Buffalo Bill as by Richter, if some
regard is not paid to the artistic spirit, if not to the snobbish
expression, of Sterndale Bennett's remark about treating trom-
bone-players as gentlemen. I am aware of the full horror of recom-
mending to Richter a precept by the Mendelssohnian Sterndale
Bennett; but I cannot help that: much as I respect Richter, and
appreciate the relief he brought us thirteen years ago in the midst
of a dire music famine, I am not going to be tromboned out of
my senses for him or any conductor alive when the remedy is so
easy.

My temper was not improved by Brahms' Symphony in E
minor, though I have no fault to find with the execution of it.
Euphuism, which is the beginning and end of Brahms' big works,
is no more to my taste in music than in literature. Brahms takes
an essentially commonplace theme; gives it a strange air by
dressing it in the most elaborate and far-fetched harmonies;
keeps his countenance severely (which at once convinces an
English audience that he must have a great deal in him); and
finds that a good many wiseacres are ready to guarantee him as
deep as Wagner, and the true heir of Beethoven. The spectacle
of the British public listening with its in-churchiest expression
to one of the long and heavy fantasias which he calls his sym-
phonies always reminds me of the yokel in As You Like It quail-
ing before the big words of the fool. Strip off the euphuism from
these symphonies, and you will find a string of incomplete dance
and ballad tunes, following one another with no more organic
coherence than the succession of passing images reflected in a
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